75.    THE LAST ACT?
The much talked of arrest of Maulana Mahomed All took
place at Waltair, whilst we were on our way to Madras. I am
writing this in the train, just after writing out a few telegrams.
The train halted at Waltair for over twenty-five minutes. Maulana
Mahomed Ali and I were going outside the Station to address a
meeting. Hardly had we gone a few paces from the entrance, when
I heard the Maulana shouting to me and reading the notice given
to him. I was a few paces in front of him. Two white men and
half a dozen Indian police composed the party of arrest. The
officer in charge would not let the Maulana finish reading the
notice, but grasped his arm and took the Maulana away. With
a smile on his lips he waved good bye. I understood the mean-
ing. I was to keep the flag flying. May God help me to prove
worthy of the message of a comrade with whom it was a privilege
to work.
I continued my journey to the meeting place. I asked the
people to remain calm, and fulfil the Congress programme. I then
retraced my steps, and went where the Maulana was being de-
tained. I asked the officer in charge whether I could see the Mau-
lana. He said he had orders to let his wife and secretary only
meet him. I saw Begum Mahomed Ali and secretary Mr. Hayat
coming out of the detention room.
Waltair is a beauty spot in Andhra. It is a sanatorium. I
envied the Maulana his arrest at such a lovely place. He was
contemplating staying at Waltair a few days to rest and complete
his accounts of the deputation. But the unexpectedly long stay
in Bengal and the Moplah outbreak had rendered it impossible.
God had willed it otherwise. He wanted to give the Maulana
enforced rest. And I know that he is happy in his detention.
Here is a copy of the warrant of arrest:
TO
F.  E. CUNNINGHAM, ESQ,.
DBPUTY INSPECTOR GENERAL OF POLICE
G.  I. D. AND RAILWAYS
MADRAS
Whereas Mahomed Ali is to be called on to show cause why he
should not be bound over to keep the peace or to be of good behaviour
for a period of one year under Sections 107 and 108 Gr. P.C., you are